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Photography was
invented in 1826 by Joseph Nicéphore Niépce . Although I was at the
nadir (or zenith, they are the one and the same) of my intellectual
powers, no photograph was taken of me. My name is Freddy or Willy
or George. I invented history. Before me it was a bunch of things
falling apart. There was no order. Catholicism and chaos.

There was a
small hill near our home where my brother and I used to climb. You
could see forever. It was there that I realized that you could only
understand something by seeing it whole. A life could only be
understood by seeing it at its end. Yesterday is understood
tomorrow. And then we would both start laughing.

I was born in
Stuttgart followed closely thereafter by millions of others. At the
age of eleven I petitioned the local government to change the 't'
at the end of Stuttgart to a 'd'. Too many 't's' offended my sense
of balance. At six I was a brilliant chess player. But my game
declined as I became preoccupied with the movement of the knight.
Why didn't he move left, right, straight ahead or straight back,
like all the other pieces? The knight moved as if he were dancing.
I became obsessed by the waltz.

Princess von
Lieven
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The waltz
appeared in the 1700s. The dance was so buoyant. But alas, I had
two left feet. As was my brother. It was a family trait. It was the
cause of my brother's death during the Napoleonic invasion of
Russia. I watched his death from a hillside with hundreds of
others. The waltz was seen by many as scandalous and lewd and
preparatory to intercourse. Later I would lose my clumsiness with
the dance when I was tutored by Dorothea Lieven, wife of the
Russian ambassador, and my mistress for a time.

There is a
pattern in history. Everything happens for a reason. There are no
random acts. Otherwise we live in chaos. And that is not
acceptable.

My brother and
I used to ride our bikes down to a nearby river. Swim. Fish. Talk.
This was after our family caught Gallenfieber, typhoid fever. My mother died from it. My brother couldn't understand why
people died before their time. They don't, I said. They die exactly
on time.


von Schmiel
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One Sunday a
strange looking man appeared in our town. He was a spiritualist or
so he identified himself. He stood in front of the church doors
like some latter day Martin Luther and ranted for several hours. I
sat on the ground in front of him for some time. He talked about
time. He said it moved in two directions, both at the same time. He
claimed you could look as easily into the future as you could into
the past. He called himself von Schmiel. He took residence above a
nearby tavern and after a time ran off with the tavern owner's
wife.

I have been
called a cold fish. Analytical. My sister, who is very fond of me,
said that I refused to look at my own pain. By which she meant
loneliness. But I think that is wrong. I don't feel things with a
heavy heart, because I am mostly an empty vessel. My curiosity
overwhelms all other emotions.


Freddy's
Fiance
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I met my wife
in a cafe. We were both pie eyed. We live in an age of labels.
Phenomenology, existentialism, psychoanalysis, German idealism,
Romanticism. I called her a trollop. We married soon thereafter
without my family's knowledge. They wouldn't have approved of her.
Her name was Peggy and she died two weeks after we married. Of the
pox. Since my family didn't know of her existence, or our marriage,
I informed no one.


Freddy and Wife
flee from a hotel fire
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At a young age,
the exact number I can't recall, I was introduced by friends of my
family to the great German philosopher, Immanuel Kant. What a bore.
And with the ugliest wife anyone had ever laid eyes upon. It was
only later that I discovered that the woman was his maid. Kant had
a huge head. Which wobbled around on his neck like a spinning top.
I did not know how he managed not to be constantly sea sick.

“You're a
strange little fellow,” he said to me.

“That's the
kettle calling the pot black,” I responded although I wasn't sure
that I had 'kettle' and 'pot' in the correct order.

“Do you know
something I don't know?” he asked condescendingly.

“I know that
some of the stars we see in the sky don't exist anymore,” I
responded. “So much for the old 'noumenom'.”

“Ridiculous,”
he pouted and waddled off.


Mrs.
Fischer
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I hated
teaching. The students hated me. My German was very guttural. No
one sat in the first row of seats. I made a big splash. It was
while I was attending the university at Jena that I saw the great
man. Napoleon, astride his great white stallion, the world soul on
horseback. It was at this same time that I rode astride my naked
landlady, Mrs. Fischer, and produced my bastard son. I was a
terrible father.

Melancholy
filled my evenings. It seemed that no amount of reassurance could
pull me out of my gloom. And I was wary of alcohols or narcotics.
The only distraction was sex. There was a long list of young women
who curried my attention but each affair was brief and financially
costly.

In 1829, I was
appointed Rectum (as I called it, it being a shitty low paying job)
at the university. The next year I was out of work again. And was
forced to flee the city because of the cholera epidemic. I returned
to town too early, got sick, and died that November. "There was
only one man who ever understood me, and even he didn't understand
me.” That's what they said were my last words. Rubbish. “Fucking
shite!” were my last words

I didn't die. I
woke up in the box. Startled and then bored. But remarkably
comfortable. I started to think about my ideas and realized in a
flash that I had been wrong. But where? A life's work become vapor.
That didn't sit right with me. At virtually the same time there was
a tremendous thunderstorm. From inside the box, it sounded like
Ludwig van. I could hear the clashing of the large drums and the
blaring of horns and the crescendo of duelling violins. And then a
flood . That swept my coffin down a fast moving river until I
became lodged in some high reeds. A beautiful young woman named
Imelda saw my coffin, opened it up. And so I arose. Ah, I said to
myself, I have become Moses.


Imelda
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No one at home
seemed surprised to see me. Or my fiance, Imelda, whom they had
never met. Imelda was immediately taken with my younger brother.
George was taller than me but with the same scowl. And he had a
certain charm that I lacked. The family had planned a skiing
vacation. My father was very excited. So we were to head off to the
Alps the next Tuesday. Coincidentally at the same time as Napoleon
was headed into Russia. We all pleaded with George to hit the
slopes with us. Imelda over a long weekend pleaded with him several
times. In his room. Privately. You might think I would be jealous
or angry at my brother. I could not. He was a beautiful soul. And I
must admit I was growing tired of Imelda.


George,
Freddy's Older Brother
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In the end
George could not be persuaded. At least he died with a smile on his
face. Or at least the memory of one. Tragically Imelda could not
control her grief and slipped into a long journey with alcohol.


The Trier
Tavern Club Drinking Society
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I felt
invigorated by my new lease on life. A weight had been lifted.
Looking in the mirror I could easily have been mistaken for a man
in his late twenties, early thirties, less than middle age. In 1836
I travelled to the University of Bonn and took up residence as a
part time teacher. I tried to relate to the student body in order
to seduce students to my classes. I was paid per student. I joined
the Trier Tavern Club Drinking Society. I wasn't much of a drinker
but there was always a war of debates on the issues of the day. It
was while I was there that I met a bear of a young man named Karl
Marx. Short and stocky, he was covered in hair. I thought at first
he might be a Russian.

“Your
philosophy is full of shit,” he said to me. “I like it, but it
stinks.”

“You've drunk
too much,” I said.

“This world is
too boring,” he continued. “Boring and cruel. We must
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